NO    MEANS    OF    SUPPORT

to myself that I would like a walk, so I decided to walk
through the night and get to Mildenhall at least for
lunch next day. I was not ideally equipped for all
weathers; I had no hat, no kind of overcoat or mackintosh,
and instead of the customary stout brogues, my feet were
adorned by a pair of dancing pumps of the old bow-
ribboned type. However, it didn't look like rain, and,
after some beer and sandwiches off I started.

About twelve midnight, the sky being dark, a cool
breeze blowing, and the streets deserted, I reached
without adventure the middle of Ipswich when, under a
street lamp, I was brought to a stop by a policeman.

"Where are you going?"

"Mildenhall."

"What are you going to do there?"

"Pm in a theatrical company which is acting there,
and I'm walking all night."

"You have no visible means of support."

My pocket was full of silver. I pulled out a handful of
it and showed it to him. "Pm afraid you're wrong
there," I said politely. He was a resourceful man, and I
admit that his next remark aroused my admiration.

"Where did you get that money from?" he asked, in a
suspicious growl. My explanation that it was my own
appeared to satisfy him; he let me go and I marched on
and out of the town.

I had walked, I suppose, for half an hour and was on a
dusty road between hedges, thinking about anything in
the world, except policemen, when I heard a bicycle bell
behind me. I turned round and before I knew where I
was I was lit by three lamps on three bicycles besides
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